ACT THREE
sweet name
of Christ our Lord.
BRIDE: May the cross protect both the quick and the dead.
MOTHER:
Neighbours: with a knife,
' with a little knife,
on their appointed day, between two and three,
these two men killed each other for love.
With a knife,
with a tiny knife
that barely fits the hand,
but that slides in clean
through the astonished flesh
and stops at the place
where trembles, enmeshed,
the dark root of a scream.
BRIDE:
And this is a knife,
a tiny knife
that barely fits the hand;
fish without scales, without river,
so that on their appointed day, between two and three,
with this knife,
two men are left stiff,
with their lips turning yellow.
MOTHER:
And it barely fits the hand
but it slides in clean
through the astonished flesh
and stops there, at the place
where trembles enmeshed
the dark root of a scream.
[The NEIGHBOURS, kneeling on the floor, sob.]
CURTAIN